NEW SPAIN, 


O R, 


LOVE IN MEXICO: 


■ 

z 


A N 

OPERA, 

IN THREE ACTS; 


Ai riiroXMID AT TH£ 


•T II E A T R E - R O Y A L 


IN THE 


II A Y ■- M A R K E T. 

firll AflcJ on Friday, July i6, 1790. 



LONDON; 

PRINTED FOR O. C. J. AND J. ROBINSON, PATER- 
NO5TER-R0W. 


M.DCC.XC. 




Digitized by Google 


« 


I 

Digitized by ^ 


DRAMATIS PERSONS. 


Don Lopez, - - - 

Don Garcias, 

Don Juan, . _ ■ 

Alkmonoak 

Zcnipoalla - - - 

Fabio _ _ - - 

Secretary to Don Lopez, - 
Servant, 

W O M 

Leonora, - - - 

ulia, _ - - _ 

fcagli, - . - 

Flora, - - . _ 

Ulah, - - - 

Caduga, 

Council Soldic 


Mr. RYDER. 

Mr. WATERHOUSE, 
Mr. DAVIES. 

Mr. BANNISTER. 
Mr. CUBIT. 

Mr. ]. BANNISTER. 
Mr. R. PALMER. 

Mr. LEDGER. 

E N. 

Mrs. GOODALL. 
Mrs. ILIFF. 

Mrs. BANNISTER. 
Mifs FONTENELLE. 
Mrs. EDWARDS. 
,Mifs PALMER. 

rs Indians. 


(The Parts marked by inverted Commas are omitted in the 
Reprefentation.) 


Digitized by Google 



DigitjzQiCi by -Google 



NEW SPAIN: 

OR, 

LOVE IN MEXICO. 

AN 

OPERA. 


ACT I. 

SCENE I. 

The Ramparts of a Spani/h Town !n New Mexico# 

Enter Leonora and Flora drejl as men in military habits 
and cloaks ; ^Leonora, richly habited, vcitb an order) 
and an ejeort of foldiers. 

F/srd. J BESEECH your Excellency let us to bed 
again— thefe abominable rounds !— Serjeant, you are 
difmifs’d— [£.v// Efcort. 

Leonora. Hark ye, Lieutenant, this unmilitary dif- 
pofuion (lands in the way of your preferment the 
whole garrifon murmured when I made you my Aid 
de Camp. 

Flora. Y our Excellency (hould really make fomc al- 
lowance for a certain delicacy of frame, and the habits 

B e£ 
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of part life, and (looks around and half luhijpers ) a fex 
not abl’olutely accuftomed to— — 

Leonora. Well fellow ! and what am I ? 

hlora. Fellow ! Upon my life, Madam— Sir, I 
mean— 

I eonora. Be more difcreet for heaven’s fake- 
how do I bear all this ? 

Flora. Habit and inclination, Colonel ; why 1 
have heard the old Count, your father, fay that, even 
in the nurfery, you beat your brother at his own 
weapons ; and I am fure all Valentia talk’d of your 
horfemanlhip. Why, Madam, did not the llave 
Sadi, the treacherous confidant of the too credulous 
Don Garciat— 

Leonora. Credulous indeed ! his credulity has 
prov’d fatal to us all ! 

Flora. Did not that villainous Moor, w’hen he 
had reduced us on board the Barbary zcbecque, un- 
der pretence of conducting us to your lover, Don 
Garciar — did not he then, confefs to me that your 
fondnefs for the mafeuline exercifes firft fuggefted to 
him the idea of facilitating our efcape by means of 
our prefent difguifes ? 

Izonora. Name the wretch no more. 

Flora. And, Madam, after we had been fo luckily 
refeued by the Spanilh man of war, and when we 
were taken up, as fltc w'as upon the point of founder- 
ing, by the veflel which convey’d the Viceroy hither 
to New Mexico — lid not your Ladyfhip’s manly 
conduift, during a fevere engagement, lb rar recom- 
mend you to his efteem as to procure for you your 
prefent exalted poll ? 

Leonora. In which I have pafiTed two whole years 
without dete(El:ion. 

Flora. True, Madam, and yet you had a narrow 
efcape, when the old Governor, in confequence of 
2 your 
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your favour with the Viceroy, was fo anxious that 
you (hou’d marry his daughter, Donna J ulia. 

Leonora. To that event 1 am indebted for the 
fweeteft alleviation which a deftiny like mine can 
know ; by making a confidant of Donna J ulia I have 
ef?e<flually fecur’d my fecrct, and gain’d the mod 
charming, the mod faithful of friend — but — to the 
news you brought me this morning — is it certain I 
Flora. Certain ! — Sir, you are my commanding 
officer, and Lieutenant-Governor of this place — yet 

give me leave to tell you, Sir, my Honoui 

Leonora. Leave this folly and proceed. 

Flora. When your Excellency fent me lad night 
with orders to the officer on guard at the Wedern 
Gate, I faw four perfons enter the town. 

Leonora. One of whom wa; 

Flora. Patience, Sir, — Confidcr, ’tis a manly 
virtue. 

Leonora. Go on '' 

Flora. One of whom was 

Leonora. Garcias ? 

Flora. An Indian Chief— He was attended by nvo 
Spanilh officers and a fervant — one of thofe officers 
refembled Don Garcias, but his man I will fwear 
was- his old fervant Fabio, and my quondam lover. 
Leonora. Ah Flora ! (fighing). 

Flora. Huffi ! hufh ! Good Colonel, who is in- 
difiJreet now ? 

Leonora. Garcias here ! — Ah filly bofom, dod thou 
already fwell with a hope fo (lightly founded ? 

Flora. Somebody comes this way — whoever he 
is, he is an early walker— let us retire : your Honour 
knows there may be danger to the fort— if he ffiou’d 
prove a certain dranger ! (they retire). 

B 2 Fatter 
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• ' Enter Fabio. 

Fahio. No bed to-night neither ! What with 
fighting, watching, pi ifons, and efcapes — I believe I 
fhall never lie down again — Oh ! for the gentlemanly 
luxury of a feather-bed — to repofe on tlie fpoils of a 
few hundred geefe, all contributing to my fupport ! — 

there is feme ftate in that ’tis the way all great 

men red 

Flora. ( afide.) How the puppy moralifes — Pri- 
fons and efcapes though betray but a fufpicious kind 
of knowledge ; I fhall make bold to queftion this 
fellow. 

Fabio. Oh ! for a bed of down (ya'xns ) — down 1 
down ! derry down ! 

Flora. I wifli your Excellency had not difmiflcd 
the guard. 

Leonora, Surely the great Sebaftian cannot fear ! 
, Two of us to a man unarmed ! 

Flora. Ambufcadcs Sir !— that’s my dread, they 

make fuch an ugly ftorj' however, to my duty, 

( She draws near and fieals round. ) Stand, you dog, 
you are my prifoner. 

fFabio attempts to run off and is Jloppcd by Leonora.^ 

Leonora. Who arc you, fellow ? and what do you 
on the ramparts ? , 

Fabio. I do nothing on the ramparts — asyou fee 
gentlemen. 

Flora (afide)f Your fervant, Mr Fabio I re- 

collcft this fellow now' — did not you come into town 
lad night with two officers, and an Indian Chief? 

Fabio. I did, Sir, to my misfortune. 

• Flora. Leave prating fellow, Don Garcias is one 
of them. 

Fabio. Yes, Sir— I am his humble — his confiden- 
tial friend— and fervant. 

Flora, 
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Thra. I told your Excellency I was right— we 
have the bird in the cage. 

Fabio. Oh ! the devil ! what have I faid ? 

Leonora ( with befitation ). Don Garcias ? 

Fabto. Ye-- -es, Sir. 

Leonora ( with increafing hefualion). Of Valentia, 
perhaps ? 

Fabio. Valentia! Lord,— no, Sir — my mafter comes 

from plague on it— ’tis a place of two, two or 

three fyllables — and begins with a vowel. 

Flora. Guadalaxara ? 

Fabio. The fame, the fame— plague cn my ftupid 
head Yes Don Garcias of Guadalaxara. 

Flora. A name of two or three fyllables, and 
beginning with a vowel. 

Fabio. Whether two, three, or four fyllables, I 
could not tell. But I was fure it began with either 
a vowel, or a confon.int. 

Flora. You were? — Friend, if your mafter has 
as much wit as his man, he may be worth feeing- 1 
wifti your Excellency wou’d fend for him — I have a 
reafon for it. 

Leonora. I wifti to fee Don Garcias — prefent the 
Lieutenant-Governor’s refpefts, and tell him fo. 

Fabio. Ye — es, my Lord, I lhall fignify your 
commands with the profoundeft 

Flora. Ceafe chattering, fellow, and deliver your 
meflage. [ Exit Fabio. 

l.eonora. Now, Flora, what is your intelligence 
worth ? Let me tell you — this folly does not meet 
with my warmeft approbation. 

Flora. My life cn it, M.adam, I am right yet I 

know that chattering fellow as well as I know the cut 
of your Ladyftiip’s fmall deaths — what tho’ his 
whiiker is a little thicker— and his face a little 
browner, and his ftioulder a little broader. 

Leonora. 
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Lecncra. Do you mention all this to convince me 
tliat you know him ? 

Flora. Then his tongue — I’d fwear to his tongue 
— and yet if I did I fhould fwear to a falje thing — for 
he has fo lyed to me ! 

Leonora. Follow him however, if his maftcr Ihould 
prove the true Garcias he may attempt his cfcapc. 

Flora. I’ll give the neceflary orders at the gate, 
in the mean time, Madam, be comforted — I’ll ftake 
my honour— as a foldier, I m.ean— that my aflertions 
are well founded. 

Leonora. Heaven grant it may prove fo— meet 
me at home foon as you have given your orders. 
\Exit Flora.'] I will feek my Julia of whofe Tooth- 
ing friendfhip I have at prefent fo much need — Fate 
may perhaps relent and fmile at length on that love 
which its malice hath tried in vain to fubdue. 


SONG. 

U’itb many a Jed intrufive doubt opprejl. 

As the f ale maxdm eyes her flighted youth. 

While threalning abjence chills her glowing breajly 
Let pitying love injpire this holy truth. 

Though tracklefs climes to fart them interfere. 

Still heart to heart Jhall beat, as fondly true 
As when hleft bejems, that foie barrier 
Which mutual frejj'ures labour to fubdue. 

[Exit, 


SCENE 
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SCENE II. 

Enter Alkmonoak and Don Garcias. 

^Ikm, Thanks to the brightnefs of the morning, 
I have almoft loft the remembrance of my late dan- 
ger — I hope we may now exchange congi anilatlons 
on our mutual fafety. 

Garcias. That you are fafe, thank Heaven ! 'but 
for me! hear the fad remainder of my ftory, and 
judge 

The father of this once unfpotted beauty, this 
Leonora de Cefpedes, favoured the pretcnfions of my 
wealthy rival, and lire confented to elope with me. 
I fent a Moorilh Have who had gain’d my confidence 
to condudl her to the fpot where I waited with a 

velTel deftined to convey us to Italy I waited in 

vain, the miferable girl difappear’d, nor was my llavc 
heard of afterwards. 

Alkm. Ignoble girl. 

Garcias. “ Circumftances eftablifticd the proba- 
bility of her having elop’d with me her family 
cited me to the provincial tribunal that I might pro- 
duce her, and I was compcll’d to lly from Valenria, 
“ where I was in hourly danger of being apprehended 

as her murderer Gracious Heavens, the murderer 

of the woman I adored I” — 1 he procefs of their 
courts has purfued me even hither, and I am now 
on my road to an Englllh colony — in which, torn as 
my mind is, I feek at belt but a comfortlefs afylum. 

Aikm. From my foul I pity you. 

Garcias. Good Heavens ! how did I furvlve that 
fatal night, the folitary hours of which I counted on 

the lan^ beach “ I hailed the flapping of the idle 

fail, as a found propitious to love and liberty, how 
dreadfully was I deceiv’d I” 


SONG 



8 


NEW SPAIN; 


SONG. 

Now Cyvtbia rode in filver car, 

‘The Heavens were dad in milder blue. 
Now ftlence watch'd the winking Jlar, 
With Jecrecy to lovers true. 

*Tbe ftately bark at anchor Jeem'd to Jleep 
On the Jlow-Jwelling bojom of the deep. 

Ills trejfes Jlreaming to the breeze, 

IVloere hangs the Jea-boy o'er the bow. 
Who loves to loll in lijllejs eafe. 

And hear the wild wave talk below. 

Or Jlarts perchance to view the pendent Jail 
As, flapping loud, it chides tb' intruding gale. 

My fair one's faithful flep to hear, 

Ipaufe upon the grey fand's flope. 

Each tardy hour fees icy fear 

Invade the glow of fick'ning hope. 

'Till the fad dawn of unpropitious day 
'beholds the bofom's laflfond doubt decay. 


Enter Don Juan. 

Juan. Whan Garcias ! for ever in this melan- 
choly llrain ? My brave Chief, let me again con- 
gratulate you on your efcape. Little did I think, 

when your fudden approach alai med us in the wood, 
that I was about to tire on the man, who had once 
fav’d my life 

Alkm. No more of that— “ the fituation in which 
we met juftified your apprchenfions,” — to rufll on you 
fo, was imprudent, “ but I fled from horrors to 
which common danger appeared a trifle.” 

Garcias. 
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Garcias. Your efcape feems miraculous. 

Alkm. The ravage of fire, and the ftupor of in., 
toxication befriended me— the Indians who took me 
had been trafficing with fome of your people for 
fpirits, and I eafily efcapcd from a guard, overcome 
at once with drunkennefs and terror. 

Juan. What cou’d have mov’d your enemy 
Zempoalla, to fuch afts of diabolical vengeance ? 

Alkm. “ The fate of war gave him the right, and 
the jeahaufy of a lover the will — I was taken by him 
on a hunung party.” I had formerly taken from him a 
female of uncommon beauty whom I have long loftj 

and loft I fear for ever Yet I will not complain 

Fate furely relented when he bade me crofs the path 
of my friends 

Juan. We were on our way hither from a neigh- 
bouring town — Don Garcias propofes to retire to an 
Englifh fettlcment, and 1 have been induc’d to ac- 
company him thus far 

Garcias (Jmiling). By my love for the fair Julia, 
the Governor’s daughter — Have not I concluded 
your fpeech properly i 

Juan. To be honeft, you have — Julia deic’d to 
fmile on my humble love— but Don Lopez infifted 
on the exclufive privilege of a father, and formed for 
her a complete fi^em of happincfs to which file was 
the only perfon not admitted a party — his firft ftep 
was to fend me on that expedition in which I became 
your prifoner — How nobly I was us’d ; how the hand 
of friendlhip was extended to me when I expefted 
the grafp of torture 

Alkm. No more — Torture, tho’ often the teft of 

fortitude, is the offspring of inhuman ferocity I was 

long a captive among Europeans — they taught me 
urbanity— but alas ! their urbanity knew not integrity 

C —they 
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—they fmtled on me while they robb’d my heart of 
its only treafure — my lov’d ! my loft Ifcagli, 

SONG. 

I have loft her-, full weary is my heart, 

Tet feeks in vain an objeSl cf repojc, 

I have loft her 5 the fun which faw us part 
Shall never fee the period cf my wees. 

Time ftrives in vain to bid my forrows reft 
Or fill the checrlefs void within my breaft. ' 

yuan. Hark ! fome perfon is coming this way — 
as we are neither of us very anxious to be feen we 

had better retire By the ftatclinefs of the ftep it 

ftiould be the Governor at Icaft. \j^ty retire. 

Enter Fabio. 

Fabio. Where the devil is my wife mafter ? 

Wandering fomewhere, I fuppofc, minding any thing 
but his own bufinefs — But I have a bolus for him — 
difeover’d ! (makes figns of banging) never born to die 
in his bed ! — ah filly, filly, — filly Don Garcias. 

Garcias (bowing). At your fervice. Sir: I am 
forry to have interrupted fo jfteafant a contempla- 
tion. 

Fabio. I was indeed. Sir, lamenting thofe infir- 
mities, which the greateft minds labour under. 

Garcias. In fo often bringing the greateft bodies 
into jeopardy — as for inftance, rafeal 

Juan. Refpite the dog for a moment— there is 
fomething ferious in this— did not you fay that your 
mafter was difeover’d ? 

Fabio, 
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Fabio. I was fccking my maftcr, Sir, with a mefl*- 
agc from the Lieutenant-Governor, who dcfires to 
fee him. 

Garcias. You have betray’d me, firrah ! 

Fabio. Lord, Sir, you wou’d have betray’d your- 
felf if you had been attacked by two ruffians as I was, 
devililh ftout black wacking fellows with whifkers! 
Lord a mercy, they had terrible killing looks. 

Garcias. Why fhould you mention my name, 
rafeal ! 

Fabio. Lord, Sir, there is no harm done. — I 
brought you off— Let me alone for prefence of mind 
in the hour of danger. 

Juan. How ? 

Fabio. Why, Sir, when the tailed of the two 

but not quite fo horrible a looking dog as the other, 
laid in a gruff volce_is your mader of Valentia ? — 

Garcias. You anfwer’d — 

Fabio. No. Full mouthed — ^Lord, Sir, — faid I, 
his worlhip is of Guadalaxara. 

Juan. 1 have it—it is the Lieutenant-Governor 
who wifhes to fee your mader ? 

Fabio. Yes, Sir. 

' Juan. I will go to him and aflume your name 
Don Garcias — fhould any one here be, by chance, ac- 
quainted with your perfon, this and the province of 
Guadalaxara will cffeftually baffle them. 

Garcias. May it not involve you in fome trouble ? 

Juan. Jmpoflible — he does not know me for he 

has been appointed fince my abfcnce I mud beg 

the affldance of Fabio. 

Garcias. Attend Don Juan, rafeal. 

Fabio. Rafeal ! — Sir, Don Garcias (pmnfing to 
Juan) may take thefe liberties with me — biit give me 
leave to tell you I am only a rafeal to my mader. 

[Fat;/ Fabio. 

C 2 Juan, 



12 


NEW SPAIN; 




'Juan. Garcias, Farcwcl — and prithee do not be- 
come fo pcrfeft a monopolizer of gloom and va- 
pours; recoUeft that the Chief and I have a right to 
our lharc in thefe kind of follies as lovers. 

Alhn. T rue ; and I do not believe that love has 
three more zealous votaries than we arc. 


TRIO. 

Thr eg pilgrims t at love's /acred Jhrine we bow. 

And breathe with holy zeal the fervent vow. 

Mark'd by the mein enwrapt, the Jigh of fire, 

Sen/es Jubdu'd, and purified deftre. 

Nor meanly guerdon'd who fhall thefe attain 
By mufmg on the Heaven, they feek perhaps in vain. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE III. 

. The Hall of Audience in the Governor's Palace. Don 
Lopez (the Governor) in. Council, Secretary, Zcm- 
poalla. Guards, 

Don Lopez. Come, Secretary, difpatch. 

Secretary. I muft tranfmit your Excellency’s an- 
I fwer to the Chief of the Flat-headed Indians, who 

made his Ijjcech at the laft audience, 

Don Lepez. Good !— What was the fpcech about? 
Secretary. A fpeech of thanks for our late aflift- 
ance, couch’d in the fublime expreflions of thefe peo- 
ple ; it concluded that the tyger of dcfolation was 
about to ravage their country— when the generous 
1 Lion,” meaning your Lordfliip the Governor. — 

I Don Lopez. 
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Bon Lopez. I recolleft ic now — it was prettily 

faid, I will anfwer it — where is the Interpreter 

Firft, tell him, I am the Lion he talk’d of in his laft 
fpeech. 

Secretary. With fubmiflion, my Lord, he knows 

that before But the Interpreter’s fuddenly taken 

ill. 

Don Lopez. I? he ? — Then let my gracious anfwer 
be written down. If he can’t get it tranflated when 
he gets home it will be the more valuable — No 
writings fo cfteemed as thofe which are not under- 
ftood. Tell him the Flat-heads are very kind and 
civil and all that j that it is very polite in them to 
confider me as a Lion, and very much according to 
the charadtcr of the Flat-heads in general, whom I 
(hall henceforth look upon as my brethren. 

Enter Zcmpoalla. 

Secretary. My Lord, the Chief Zempoalla is 
come to prefer his final claim to the Indian Lady 
Ifcagli, whom he fays you detain from him. 

Dan Lopez. Ha ! has he not had my anfwer ? 

Zempoalla. Lord Governor, I claim her as my 
Countrywoman. 

Don Lopez (riftng in pajfm). Break up the 
council. 

Zempoalla. My Lord ! 

Secretary (goes to him and claps his hand on his mouth). 
(Aftdeto Zcmpoalla). Watch the Governor out, and 
come to me in half an hour. [£a;/ Zempoalla. 

Enter Servant. 

Servant. My. Lord, the meffenger is returned 
from the Indian Lady at the pavilion. 

Don Lopez. 
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Don Lopez. I come. [Exit Servant.'] Now for 
fome news of my dear little Ifcagli. — ’Tis a pretty 
litde tit — what a pair of eyes Ihe has — they arc never 
out of my fight — they perplex my very decrees ; 
when I was alk’d the other day in council, what I 
would give as a fubfidy to the Chief of the Chac- 
taws, I anfwcred with a figh — Two fuch black 
eyes. Break up the council— Gentlemen to your 
fevcral departments — that of found and deep reflec- 
tion on the public welfare, be mine. 

[The Council and Guards Exeunt. 

Don Lopez and Secretary remain. 

Secretary. Well, my old dad that is to be, now 
ceremony is over, tip us your daddle. 

Don Lopez ( withdrawing his hand ). Ha ! — ^why, 
wh- ■ am I, you dog ? do you know me ? 

Secretary. Do you know me, if you come to that ? 
Am not I a Commiffary ?— — Did you ever know a 
Governor refufe to fliakc hands with a Commiffary— . 
’tis too ridiculous 

Don Lopez. Am not I an Hidalgo from the 
Mountains of Arragon, and an old Chriftian ? 

Secretary. And is not a Commiffary a Chriitian 
too ? 

Don Lopez. Scarcely fo— I think. 

Secretary. Poh ! Poh ! this is carrying the jeft a 

little too fer we are alone you know— why, friend 

Lop>cz, you are as diftant as if I was one of your 
paltry nobility. 

Don Lopez. Why, thou falter down of Old Bul- 
locks — 

Secretary. The older they are the fitter to die — 

Don Lopez. And for thy poifon libelled by the 
harmlefs denomination of rum.— . 

Secretary. 
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Secretary. You cannot fay that’s old, I’m fure. 

Don Lopez. No— by St. Anthony, ’tis new enough 
to do its duty — Grape-fhot is a fool to it — thou exter- 
minator of thy fellow-creatures ! 

Secretary. All heroes have been fo. 

Dm Lopez. For flaughtcr in the tented field ; 
commend me to a bit of paper call’d a Viftualling 
Contraft — the fword of Alexander himfelf was but a 

conftable’s ftafF to it That ever Don Lopez Antonio 

Perez de Valcabro de Redio de Montralvade Vega, 

Ihou’d think of marrying his daughter to a retailer 
of rancid pork. 

Secretary. Then you won’t ftiake hands ?— There’s 
a new contraft. 

Don Lopez. Vanifh mifereant, or I’ll break your 
bones. 

Secretary. But one word more — up to his 
ear ) Snacks ! 

Don Ijopez. Ah ! you comical dog_yoii have fuch 

a winning way with you but ftill I’ll break your 

bones if you don’t dine v/ith me to-day. 


DUETT. 

T ^Off you dog, or r H crack your croivn, 

J Hence from my fight ! — away!— go ! 

Sec. Snacks. 

Lop. Zounds ! what’s become of all my wrath ? 

Sure I’m as weak as barley broth. 
fVhat the devil makes me thus relax f 
Sec. JVby Snacks — Snacks ! — Snacks. 

Lop. PJ^en two rogues fquabble for a poor man’s pelf 
JVhat puts an end to the Jlrife ? 

Sec. fVly Snacks. 

Lopez. 
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Lop. Both Jkake hands and for '^et to hate. 

But fit coolly dovtn and divide the efiate. 
fVbat makes knaves flick together like wax ? 

Sec. fVhy Snacks ! Snacks ! Snacks. 

Lop. kFhat makes the General fit him down, 

Blind to the Commiffary s tricks ? 

Sec. kk'Ly Snacks. 

Lop. When the rafcaP s poifon through the line runs. 
More fatal and Jure than the enemy's guns. 
Should the nooje he dejerves be tied, what lacks ? 
Sec. Why Snacks ! — Snacks ! Snacks ! 

(Both (hake hands heartily. Exeunt Sec. and Lopez.) 


S C E N E IV. A Garden. 

Enter Fabio meeting Flora. 

Fabio. Your moft obedient and very devoted fer- 
vanr. Sir. 

Flora. Is Signor Don Garcias here ? 

Fabio. He is fomewhere in the garden, Sir, wait- 
ing for the Lieutenant-Governor — pray. Sir, may I 
venture to alk in what fituation you have die honour 
to attend his Excellency ? 

Flora. His Excellency has chofen me his Aid dc 
Camp ; doing me the honour to think that there is 
fomething very fimilar in the 

Fabio. Colour of your beards, I prefume. 

Flora. Why, Sir, the truth is, as you fee, that 
my promotion has been of quicker growth than my 
whilkers. 


SONG, 
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S O N G. Flora. 

As the foldiers lad with his foraging cap 
On the baggage rides in bis mother’s lap, 

The captain eyes him with a father's joy. 

And focn to a ffe promotes the boy : 

Now bis fahre behind him he Jwings with an air. 

And his ears are well flower'd, well pafled his hair i 
IVhiU his taflel'd hat ivilb its weight crouds doivn 
His chubby little face to a Joldier s frown. 

filth a martial fwagger hotv be throws abdut 
The natty (no) fkirt of a quich-cut-coat ; 

Mills a fowl on tbs march for a gill of rum. 

And bis major pronounces him jit for a drum: 

With bis arms a-kimbo, then, the knowing young elfy 
And a drum at his back twice as big as bimjelf. 

Sucks his teeth with an air, fwcars he'll make good bis 
quarters 

So be does as be fwears, with bis landlady's daughter St 

Can promotion be refus’d to talents fo well fluting ? 

He's a ferjeant well fed, now, and fam'd for recruiting j 
Beneath flaflj and bat what a military grace. 

For round is his belly, and red is bis face : 

Like a ferjeant he fwears, if he kicks but a flraw. 

And lyes like a ferjeant — a ferjeant at law ; . 

Tet ferjeant or drum, flew a female or foe. 

And you'll find him a foldier from top to toe. 

Fahio. Well done my little Bantiim Cock of the 
Camp. 

Flora. You are witty, Sir. 

Fabio. Yes, Sir, a man of— wit and pleafure. 
Sir. 

Flora (afide). Ah ! Villainous coxcomb. I'll 

D pump 
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pump the rogue. A man of your figure has noC 

been without his gallantries. 

Fabio. Oh no ! What is life without love; and 
what is love, my dear Sir, without variety. 

Flora {ajide). Yes, Yes, I fee the villain — You 
may by chance have been at Valentia. 

Fabio. Valentia ! O yes ! yes !_No— no I mean, 
that is, I myfelf have been there— but my mafter, 
Don Garcias, never. 

Flora. Never ? 

Fabio. Never, upon my honour. 

Flora (coxcomically). I have heard that it is a fa- 
mous place for intrigue. 

Fabio. Has not its equal in all Spain, Sir. I my- 
felf was immerged in intrigue there. 

Flora. Oh ! you were ? 

Fabio. O yes, up to the eyes : they us’d to call 
me Flint — cruel, hard-hearted, remorfelels — an afper- 
fion— I could not return the love of all, and fo got 
libell’d. 

Flora. Flint ! 

Fabio. Yes, Flint. 

Flora. I was quarter’d in Valentia once, and in- 
tcrefted myfelf a good deal about one Flora de 
Gambados. 

Fabio. Ha ! ha ! ha ! 

Flora. Did you know her ? 

Fabio. Interefted yourfclf— that’s too good. 

Flora. A good looking girl, I think 

Fabio. You are eafily pleas’d. Sir. 

Flora. Well — I was a good deal attached to her. 

Fabio. I iTiyfelf was (lightly attached to her once 
— ^but (he grew fo fond, I was obliged to fly for it— 
truth is — I did promife the poor devil, marriage. 

Flora. Falfe Vill 1 beg your pardon. Sir — but 

pejjury is nothing with you men of gallantry. 

Fabio, 
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Fabio. Nothing! — no, to be fvire If perjuries 

in love were punilhable by the pillory, ’tvvould caufe 
a vail confumption of timber. 

Flora. Not at all — portable pillories, like long 
cravats, would diftinguifh the man of intrigue ; and 
the harmlefs boy of the town would fee counfel to 
conviift him, that he might not be out of fafhion. 

Fabio. 'Gad, I don’t think they’d be unbecoming. 

Flora. I'lien you don’t intend to marry this poor 
devil? 

Fabio. Faith I can’t ; they have nabb’d me at lad. 

Flora (icith vexation). How! You are not married? 

Fabio. Noofed, halter’d, egad a man might as 
well be pilloried. 

Flora. Monder !_ha ! ha ! Pray, Sir, if I might 
prefume— -how came a man of your addrefs to be fo 
taken in ? 

Fabio. Why, Sir, hanging and marriage— If in- 
deed they had only offer’d the halter I Ihould have 
fubmicted ; but when they came to propole the tor- 
ture, ’gad I flinch’d, and was married. 

Flora. Explain, Sir. 

Fabio. Why, Sir; my mafter and I were taken 
in a late expedition by a body of Indians — poor I was 
condemn’d to the (lake, that they might amufe them- 
felves with my War Song — ’Gad I had very little in- 
clination to be jolly — whether they wou’d have put 
me in tune or no, I can’t tell, for juft as a delicate 
Squaw, about five feet eleven and a half, with a com- 
plexion fair as a Spanifh olive, was advancing to 
make the firft blow at me, ftruck with the beauty 
of my figure, (he let fall her knotted club, and de- 
manded my faithful hand in marriage. 

Flora. So then you have given up all thoughts of 
this Flora ? 

Fabio. Yes ; and my Indian Ipoufc too. 

D 2 SONG. 
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S O N G. F A B I o. 

Ta'o maidens my heart transfix' 

One a lilly, cm broucn as a berry. 

Ifiood like a boy betwixt 

A black and a white heart cherry. , 

One blufh'd like the roje in the mcrning, 

IVhicb in the garden blows j 

And cue like the roJe adorning 
‘The fisaes of our Garden-beaux. 

My heart, now black, now white, 

Tcung Cupid laid his laJIs on j 

IJobh'd, by day, and by night, 

lyith a kind of a pye-ball'd pajjicn. 

But flow each beautiful lafs 
Her forces marches away. 

And r>n no longer an afs 
Between two bundles of hay. 

Depriv'd of my white fweet-heart. 

And my black fo (educing and mellow. 

For the Garden again TU depart. 

Aid pick up a juicy morella. 

\^Excunt Fabio and Flora. 


SCENE, Fountain Garden. 

Enter Leonora, Julia, and Flora. 

Flora. Oh ! Madam, I am in the right^I am 
convinc’d ■ 

Leonora. Ha\'e you fecn my Garcia^-tlien ? 

- " ’ . Flora. 

1 
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Flora. No, Madam, but this is my villain, and 
a precious one he is ! Oh Madam, Oh Lady Julia, 

I have difcovered fuch iniquity — I am fcarcely cool 
yet ; yes, yes, Madam, only rely upon me, we are 
right, this muit be your Don Garcias, Madam, and 
no other. 


Enter Don Juan, and conceals himjelf behind a tree. 

Juan. Ah ha ! have I caught you my Lady Julia 
falfe to me and with tliat young coxcomb! A pretty 
errand I am come on — to witnefs my own difgrace 
{afide'). 

Leonora. My fweet Julia, fliare my tranfports. 
{Embracing her). 

Juan. Confufion ! 

Julia. My charming friend. 

Juan {afide.') Friend! Aye, that’s the damn’d 
word with them all. 

Jnlia. " In this moment of fufpence there is a 
fortnefs about you that is really bewitching.” 

Juan {afide.) " Bewitching !” 

Julia. “ And I think, if I could love another ?— 
Heaven mufl; form for me, juft fuch a man, as you.” 
Juan {afide.) “ If tliat is not pretty plump, the 
devil’s in it.” 

Leonora. “ Ha ! ha ! Upon my honour I believe 
you.” 

Juan {afide.) “The devil doubt you puppy ” 

Leonora. Now if Don Juan were here, down 
would he pop on his knees and devour your hand 
with kifles. 

Juan {afide). “ I Je wou’d 1” 

Leonora. “ And really I wifti he was here.” 

Juan. « You do.” {ylfide). 

Leonora. 
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l^rmcra. “It is a pity fuch a delicate declaration 
of conftancy fhould be thrown away.” 

Jxiar.. “ Infolent coxcomb.” {Comtn^ forward.) 
“ I can bear this foolery no longer” — but “ I forget 
myfclf,” — if that perfidious girl difcovers me, I ruin 
my friend — I will fteal off and wait in another part of 
the garden till this puppy of a Lieutenant-Governor 
is alone. {Jftde.) [yfj be is going off Fabio meets 
hlm\ 

Fabio. Ah ! Signior Don Garcias ! I fought 
you, Sir. 

fuan. The devil take the fellow ! — [Leonora, 
Julia, and Flora turn round"]. 

Julia. Oh heavens ! my Juan here ! 

Fabio {to Flora.) Signior Don Garcias of Guada- 
laxara, Sir. 

Leonora. {/Iftde.) This Garcias ? 

Julia. Garcias ? — ridiculous ! 

Flora. Pray, Sir, are you — is — is your name,— 
are you Don Garcias ? 

Juan. The fame. Sir. 

Leonora, {ylfide.) Then I am wretched ! 

Julia. Surely my eyes cannot deceive me fo much. 
Don Juan {he affeils not to hear her). You look. Sir, 
as if you never faw me before. 

Juan. Moft probably I do. Madam, for I really 
do not .'•ecolleft that I ever had that honour. 

Julia. This is the meft extraordinary—I will not 
call it effrontery — then, Sir, I prefume I muft be mif- 
taken — you are not Don Juan de Zeneto? 

. Juan. That certainly, Madam, is not my name. 

Julia. And you have not been formerly an officer 
in this garrifon. 

Juan. If I have, Madam, I certainly did my duty 
in my deep. 

Julia, Then you did not three years ago fwear 

the 
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the moft folemn ?— this is too much ! {burjls into 
tears'). 

Juan. “ I am exceedingly forry, Sir, for die miftake 
which this Lady labours under.” — May I prefume to 
afk why I am admitted to the honour of attending 
your Lordfhip ? 

Leonora. This has been a day of miftakes, Don 
Garcias : you have been miftaken for a gentleman of 
the fame namc_who has fled from juftice. 

Ju/ia {looking archly at bint.) Then you n^er were 
here before, Sir. 

Juan. Never, Madam. 

Julia. I hope. Sir, you will meet with—much 
pleafure in this ftrange place. 

Juan. Love-Madam— lias — I fee, taken poflef- 
fion of thefe groves, and his fmiles miift render them 
an Elyfiurp. 

Leonora. You are a true Spaniard, I fee— With- 
out love, indeed, nature has no beauties. 


QJJ I N T E T T O. 

Leo. The morning breeze which /weeps the grove. 
Its balmy perfume Jleals from love ; 

If fweet the feather'd %v or bier's Jong, 
Itsjweeteft notes to love belong. 


DUETT. 


Juan 

y 

Julia. 


But for the wretch condemn'd to feel 
The mining doubt, the jealous fear. 
No perfume o'er his fenfes Jleal, 

. No muftc jeothes bis fallen ear. 


Flora. 
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Flora. 

What fate tbenjball the mifcreant kmtVy 
Who perjur'd, profligate, and vain. 
Derides an artlejs virgin's pain, 

A}id bajely triumphs in her vooe ? 

F A B I o. 

But hind him to the maid for life. 

No breeze is 'wanting vi'ith a wife : 
Eternal forms Jhall wbiflle round him, 
A)id mufic's Jhrillejt notes confound him. 

C II O R U S. 

l.ove is compos'd of (miles and tears. 

Of forms and calms, and hopes and fears. 


End of the FIRST ACT. 


I 
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A C T; II. 

SCENE I. 
outfide of the Governor’s Palace. 


Don Juan and Fabio. 


Juan. I AM determin’d to conceal myfelf Ibme- 
whcre about the palace 'till I can find an opportunity" 
of feeing and upbraiding this inconftant girl, and 
then 

Fabio. —Embark for Old Spain and leave her to 
take root like a weeping willow on the Ihore. 

Juan. Do you think ftie wou’d weep ? 

Fabio. Like a rainy fcafon, Sir, — depriv’d of the 
genial rays of fuch a brilliant planet— ^ir 

Juan. Oh! Mr. Fabio, your humble fervant 

But may I not at lafl: have been deceiv’d — if fo — can 
Ihe ever fotgive my behaviour ? 

Fabio. A lover’s eye Is not to be trufted, Sir. 

Juan. Deceiv’d ! Impofiiblc — did not I behold their 
embraces ? 

Fabio. Perhaps they may be relations. Sir. 

Juan. Relations 1 

Fabio. You know. Sir, her father is Governor, 
and men in power always prefer their fons, or ne- 
phews, or coufins, for the good of their country. 

E SONG. 
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SONG. F A B I o. 

’Tis pkajant to fee when my Lord obtains 
A poji in adminiJlratioHy 

How the love of bis country, which boils in bis I'einSf 
Infects each dear relation. 

Up bis coufinSy flock by dozens. 

One is proud of fupporting a place, 
full that it may not fall into difgrace. 

One wou'd finger the Lreafury plumbs, 
fujl to keep him from biting his thumbsi 
If they juggle for titles and fuch pretty things. 

If they lie or they f.atter for fiars or for firings, 

Ob ! 'tis all for the good of the nation. 

hut fhou'd my Lord at length for his pains 
Be charg'd with peculation. 

How bis crime corrupts the pure blood in the veins 
Of every dear relation. 

Down his coufins, drop by dozens, 

Then they find that a fnug little place 
May lie now and then in the road to difgrace. 

That they bad better been fucking their thumbs. 

Than L’ming their fingers with T reafury plumbs. 

And if fame more refolv'd upon taking their fwing, 
Tbo' their ftars are eclips'd,find their end in a firing, 
f IVby, 'tis all for the good of the nation. 

Juan. If I fhou’d have been deceiv’d She will 

* never pardon my conduft. 

Fabio. Oh, Lord, Sir, — you won’t remain at 
her feet two minutes and a half by a flop watch.—— 
She will fcold firfl, pout next, and then be filent— 
then perhaps, before the flame of anger goes quite 
out, it will blaze — fhe will fcold again— then— fhe will 
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kt fall her hand by accident clofe to yours — you will 
prefs it — fhe v/ill ftruggle for it— you will kils it— fhe 
will be filent again — give you a fide glance with a 
gentle figh — call hcri'elf an cafy fool, and your pardon 
is feal’d for ever. ' 

Juan. You feem to underftp.nd thefe things. 

Fabio. A fufccptible heart. Sir, — ’tis accidence, 
grammar, and vocabulary on the fubjefl:. 

Juan. One of your brown Indian beauties, Mr. 
Fabio ? 

Fabio. Yes, Sir, I amufed myfelf by engraving 
my fweet lineaments on a piece of copper, and In re- 
turn receiv’d fuch an imprcfTion ! 

Juan.. Of your own figure, fabio ? 

Fabio. You a lover and afk that. Sir? — 'Tis the 
way with us all — we amufe ourfelves by painting our 
own perfections on the heart of a miftrefs, and we 
have no fooner taught the canvafs to glow than we 
fall in love with the picture — particularly if the frame 
be handfome. This we call fufeeptibility in the lady, 
and gratitude in ourfelves. 

Juan. You are a fatyrift. Sir. 

Fabio. This was admirably well illuftratcd. Sir, 
by Terry Ma’gra, an Irifti Serjeant in my mailer’s 
Company and a great connoilTcur in thefe matters — 
by my foul, laid he, I never could love any woman on 
earth, ’till I had firll found a return of my palTion. 

Enter Alkmonoak. 

Alkm. Don Juan, I fought you — Your friend is 
at home and very anxious to know the fuccefs of 

your plan He feem’d to court folitude, and I left 

him in hopes of meeting with you. 

Juan. Fabio, go to your mailer, tell him how 
completely we have fuccccdcd in regard to him— — 
how'cvcr unlucky I have been myfelf 1 

E 2 Fabh. 
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Fabio. I fly. Sir. \Exit Fabio. 

Alkm. Then you have been unlucky, Don Juan? 

'Jmn. Oh nothing extraordinary — a new inftance 
of the perfidy of the fex — that’s all — Come I am on 
duty here for fome time— ftroll with me and I will 

tell you all I find I mull laugh at my misfortunes. 

Chief; for if. I was to yield to them as Garcias and 

you do what a charming fociety we fhould com- 

pofe. 

Alkm. The frowns of fortune 1 defpife as much 
as any man ; but in a breafl: like mine the wounds 
of love can never be clofed. 'I'lic image of my 
ifeagli is fo interwoven with my frame that nothing 
but death can tear it from my heart. 

SONG. 

Thou that liv'Jl in every part. 

In the bujy ptdje do'Jl beat ; 

Panting in the faithful heart. 

Glowing with the vital heat. 

Can'Jl thou, mingled thus with life. 

Ever ceafe to warm the breafl ; — 

Never till this mortal Jlrife 
Ending— gives the foul to reft. 

[Exeunt, 

SCENE II. 

Enter Secretary and Zempoalla. 

Zemp. Then we arc fafe from the Governor? 

Secretary. Yes, yes, he is gone to fee your little 
Indian, 

Zemp. 
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Zmp. Confufion feize him ! 

Secretary. You feem nettled this morning, maftcr 
Chief. 

Zemp. Have not I caufe ? to have the moft deli- 
cious morfel revenge ever offer’d fnatch’d from me 

the Chief Aik monoak, a Chickafaw, my enemy, and 
that of the Spaniards — I exulted in the idea, of ap- 
proaching vengeance — when the guard that I placed 
over him, in a fit of drunken phrenzy fir’d their huts j 
in the confufion he efcap’d me. 

Secretary. Come, come, never mind the fweetefl: 
morfel that revenge ever offer’d, what think you of 
the fweeteft morfel that love ever 

Zemp. My good Secretary! you can affift me 
further if you will 

Secretary. (‘Touches the palm of bis hand.) 

Zemp. Softly mafter Secretary, have not you re- 
ceiv’d ? 

Secretary. And have not I conniv’d ? does not the 
town fwarm with your Indians whom I have admit- 
ted under the difguife of traders ? Your pretence 

indeed is the carrying off this Indian wench ifeagli 

but there are chsitigh of you to carry off the town 

Shall I endanger my country for a few ounces of 
gold dull ? Why I ufe it for fcouring fand. 

Zmp. Had not you better apply it to your con- 
fcience. 

Secretary. Humph ! 

Zemp. ’Tis Ifeagli I feck — your town is fafe, you 
may truft to my honour for that. 

Secretary. Your honour! 

7-emp. Yes, Commiffary, though a marketable 
commodity to the pale European — To the fun-burnt 
Indian honour is a facred depiofit. 

Secretary. Come, come. Chief ; what will you 

do now your men are in without my affiftance ? 

Your 
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Your Indians are come under a pretence of trading; 
they have brought furs v/ith them 

Zem-p. True 

Secretary. Rich ? 

Zernp. Of the'nneft quality. 

Secretary. Good— I want to make a prefent to a 
lady in Europe. 

Zemp. You lhall have your choice. 

Secretary. I will conduft you to a fpot which is a 
favourite place of retirement of your Ifcagli, from 
which there is a private door leading into the very 

pavilion which the fond Governor has built for her 

I will ufe my authority to affift your efcape through 
the poftern gate of the town — but I Diall want a little 
of your gold duR, juft to fcatter about and blind the 
centrics. 

Zemp. You fhall have it. 

Secretary. Meet me in half an hour— farcwel — 
You fee Chief iiow much better it is to apply to the 
fountain head, the Secretary — at once — without going 
the round about way to him through his mafter. 

( Exeunt fever ally. 


SCENE III. TfeagE’s garden with a pavilion at a dijiartce. 

Ifcagli witb an Indian Attendant. 

Attend. Suppofe lady, your love for the Chief 
Aik monoak, crown’d with fuccefs. 

Ifcagli. I thank thee for the thought, yet I fhall 
never fee hjm more. 

Attend. Would not you regret the comforts of 
more pollfird fociety to which you have been of late 
accuftom’d ? 

Ifcagli. 
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Ifcagli. Is it thus you prophane the name of love? 
have you forgot the lelTon I taught you the other 
day ? 

Attend. No. 

IJcagli. Repeat It then with me. 


DUETT. IscACLi and Attendant. 

T 3 Jhun the gay and gaudy bo-a-er, 

T 0 feck the but objeure and io'cu. 

To laugh at fame, to fly from pc'ceer, ' 

If mighty love but will it fo 
Is but poorly to obey 
Potion's fweet but rigid fway. 

To deem the flint a bed of down, 

Tjje wild woods produce heavenly food. 

To mock mankind's united frown, 

Iffuch to mighty love feem good. 

Is but poorly to obey 
Paffion’s fweet but rigid /way. 

Ifcagli. No, ye powers bear me witnefs ! how 
gladly would I forego the foftnefs of the fplendid 
couch for the fragrance of the rufliy mat — the wretch- 
ed imitating Theorbo for the fweet fong of the night- 
ingale I would deck our humble wigv/am for my 

love’s approach with all the variegated plumage of 
our luxuriant Indian groves — It Ihog’d be my ozicr 
cage, and my love, my Alkmonoak, my fweet bird 
— he Ihould be my bird of paradife and convert my 
hut into a Heaven. 

I Enter 
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• ' Enter Don Lopez. 

Tion Lcpez. Come to my arms, my little Angel, 
egad I was going to fay of light — but thy little brown 
Ikin is but twilight at beft. 

IJcagli. Would it had not the misfortune to pleafc 
thee. 

Don Lopez. Misfortune to plcafe me, — did you 
ever hear fuch a young devil — that gate open ftill, I 
fee you have been ftrolling about that confounded 
meadow. 

IJcagli. Why fliould your unreafonable jealoufy 
deny me the enjoyment of Nature’s beauties? 

Don I.opez. Nature’s beauties ! 

IJcagli. The diftant yellow cliff which fkirts the 
meadow hangs as if it liltened to the murmur of the 
ftream beneath it. 

Don Lcpez. Zounds ! are there not gravel walks, 
and flower- pots, and flicks, with lobfters claws upon 
them ; and for exotics is there not a pot of Dutch 
dandelion which with the afliftance of only two gar- 
deners looks almofl as well as when it firft came 
over. 

IJcagli (with a dijgujled air). This garden is re- 
gularity itfelf. 

Den Lcpez. And I mean to keep you within the 
bounds of regularity. 

IJcagli. What right have you to confine me ? 

Don Lopez. No great right, but I love you lb ! — 

Ifcagli. Forbear to teaze me thus in vain. 

Don Lcpez. Befides, there is the Chief Zempo- 
alla in town, who knows but he or fome of his 
myrmidons may fnap you up in one of your favourite 
walks.” 

Ifcagli. “ The hated Zcmpoalla in town !” 

Den Lopez. Ay, and if tire dog flrould carry you off! 

IJcagli, 
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ifcagli. It is impoflible without your knowledge.’* 

Don Lopez. ** I don’t know that— >he was with 
ttie this morning and terribly favage about you I can 
tell you.” Egad it would break my heart j for your 
jpoor little Governor docs lb love you. (Lakes held of 
her hand ). 

ffcagli. Do not torment me. 

Don Lopez. Zounds, how can I help it—I don’t 
run headlong into love, but love flows in upon me— ' 
Come, my little Cocoa-Nut, do be kind — Only 
conceive, a Governor, and a Governor like me too. 
•—Egad you Ihould live like a prinqefs — in my own 
palace — You Ihould be any tiling but my wife— but 
for an old Chriftian— ’gad, conceive that— to marry 
a young fucking Chriftian— —a Chrillian of four years 
old at moft— ’gad it won’t do. 

IJcagli. I am glad of it— for I cannot love you. 

Don Lopez. Egad, now I think of it, you lhall 
femain within thefe walls — till that fellow is fairly 
out of town. 

Ifcagli. To confine me is not the way to increale 
my attachment towards you. 

Don Lopez. Zounds, you will not love me if I 
give you your liberty. 

Ifcagli. I lhall love you better than *if you confine 
me. 

Don Lopez. My fweet little Indian Nightingale ! 

I can deny you nothing — but harkee, keep a good 
look out, poll your female centrics— fend out your 
petticoat vedettes, watch like a lynx. 

Ifcagli. Fear not— I Ihould be more wretched 
with Zcmpoalla— than— than— 

Don Lopez. With me !— Much oblig’d to you. 


F 


Enter 
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Enter Servant. 

Servant. I beg pardon, my Lord, for breaking 
in upon your privacy. 

Don Lopez. Well, Sir. 

Servant. Your Lordfhip’s Secretary waits — he 
wifhes to communicate fomething of importance 
which concerns the Lady Julia. [^Exit. 

Don l^ez. Zounds ! who wou’d be plagu’d with 
a daughter, fure the devil is in me for a Governor ! 
1 fit down every day to a fumptuous table, and am 
fure to lofe my appetite before I come to the thing I 
like bell— I place my affedtions on a tawny wench 
whom other men wou’d defpife, and flie chufes to 
hate me— 1 have a particular inclination to govern 
an unruly daughter, and I am Governor over every 
thing in the whole city but her.— Farewell, my little 
Nightingale, keep a good look out. [Exit. 

IJcagli. Now for my favourite fpot of, contem- 
plation, not perhaps lefs favoured becaufe forbid- 
den. 

SONG. 

*tbere to mufe and there to figh, 

There to fit and think on love ; 

There with contemplation's eye 
Over happier jeenes to rove : 

There to hid the Jhadorvy train 
Of former tranfports live again. 

[Exeunt. 

SCENE IV. Leonora's Garden. 

Leonora and Julia. 

Julia. If I ftiou’d meet my Juan— if I fliou’d find 
him ftill faithful— yet I have my father’s infatiate ava- 
I rice 
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Kceto combat would I werctbepooreftpeafantof 

my native Arragonian Hills rather thao the fplendid 
viv^Um I aow am. 


SONG. JutrA. 

fi'^ben the hlythe village maid leads her fiock t9 the plains, 
Ah me ! how I envy her lot : 
r d fpum tUl the fplendor a palace contains, 

IVitb freedom to dwell in a cot. 

Avow’d by the lark, o'er my Love as I hung. 

His jlumbers Td chafe with a kifs ; 

No tyrant to check me, no venomous tongue 
With flander to fully my blifs. 

The toil of the dc^ wou'd be pleafure to me. 

Still drinking frefh health from the gale. 

And evening wou’d bring, with an efpeSl of glee. 

The legend, the fong, or the tale : 

Till the ftill gloom of night wrapt the hamlet in reft. 

And my fancy grew big with alarms. 

Then Fd fteal to my Lover, creep cloje to his breaft, 

And loje all my feais in bis arms. 

Leonora. Come come, Julia, find but your Juan, 
and we will bring about the rcft-~“ it is hard if two 
of us are not a match for your old father.” 

fulia. 1 lhall find him in Don Garcias of Guada- 
laxara : “ I faw him but this moment from the cor- 
ner of your terrace which looks towards my father’s 
palace — he was walking under the garden wall which 
fronts my apartment with an Indian Chief, and as a 
perfon advanc’d towards the fpot where they flood, 
they both retir’d into the little grove on the right of 
the waU.” 

F 2 Leonora, 
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Leonora. ' Well, be but patient, my dear— -your 
doubts will all be diflTipatcd.-^— ’Tis now fome time 
fince I difpatch’d a feijeant with a file of men to 
bring this Gentleman before us— but recoUedt that I 
cenfenred to this flretch of power 

Julia. To fatisfy my impatience. I know it, my 
fweet friend but — my dear — I have a ftrange incli- 
nation juft to walk to the terrace. 

Leonora. Poor Julia ! 

Julia. To tell you the truth I am rather anxious 
about a letter. 

Leonora. A letter !— what you could not wait till 
he was brought here — according to your own defire 
too, Julia. 

Julia. What ftiall I fay— -I am a foolifh girl— but 
I thought he might flip through your hands. I wifli 
to watch him a little left my page fhould have mils’d 
him Will you walk towards the terrace ? 

Leonora. Kxcufe me, my dear,— I can wait till 
he is brought here. 

Julia. Ah ! Leonora you are no lover. 

■ Leonora. “ No Lover — why will you force 

me to recolledl what I am i* — The dawn of this day, 
Julia, finiled upon my almoft forgotten hopes — Hea- 
ven grant that its clofc may at Icaft fee my friend 
happy.” 

Julia. " I thank you fincerely,” — ^then you will 
I not walk ? 

Leonora. I will wait for you here — if this Gentle- 
man, whether Don Juan or Don Garcias, is not yet 
In cuftody, we have time enough. [£*•// Julia.] 
No lover ! Ah Julia ! how little do you know with 
what painful emotions the remembrance of that fad 
night which faw me torn for ever from my fondeft 
hopes even now fills my bt^omt 

Enter 
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Enter Don Garcias attended by a ferjeant. 

Garcias. I underftand. Sir, that you are the Lieu- 
tenant-Governor. 

Leonora. Oh heavens ! what dcf I fee ! has my 
imagination rais’d this phantom ? For heaven’s fake, 
whence come you ? 

Garcias. Sir ! 

Leonora. Why did you not come when I firft 
fcnt for you ? You little know the difquict you have 
caufed me. 

Garcias. Surely, Sir, there muft be fome mif* 
take..I_> 

Leonora. I have indeed been mlilaken — your name 
i s i." ■■ — 

Garcias. Garcias — ,-why I am here ray attendant 
can inform you better than I. 

Leonora (totbejoldier.) Walk apart. — Don Gar- 
cias I expefted to have feen you when I firft fent. 

Garcias. My Lord, I am afliam’d of the decep- 
tion — ^the danger of my fituation induc’d a valued 
fnend to affume my name before you ; when your 
late order came to arreft me that friend was abfent ; 
I faw the impropriety of fubjefting him to farther 
inconvenience, and furrcnder’d myfelf. 

Leonora. That friend was Don Juan de Feneto? 

Garcias. I find, my Lord, that our plot has been 
detefted. 

Leonora. I am forty for you, Don Garcias. ■ ■ ' » 
Your appearance is not unprepolTeffing—I was be- 
tray’d into — fome furprize at your firft entrance from 

— from — the difficult)’—! felt in believing you to be 
the man againft whom fo foul a charge has been 
prcfcrr’d. 

Garcias. That I am the man, is as true as the 

charge 
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charge itfelf is falfe. I am more unfortunate than 
guilty, my only crime has been cxccfs of love. 

Leonora. You have lov’d— then ? 

Garcias. Aim oft to madnefs, 

I.eoncra. “ The objedl of this fatal paQion— 

■ Garcias. " I once thought an angel. 

Leonora. “ She prov’d — 

Garcias. “ A very woman ! 

Leonora. “ Nay then — I pity you.” 

Garcias. I once beheld with little lefs than ado- 
ration, the purity of that foul, which has been fince 
contaminated with the fouleft crimes — but hence un- 
manly weaknefs ! here I folemnly vow never to think 
of her dilhonour’d form again, but with— 
kneel ) 

Leonora ( catches his arm.) Love ! Garcias. (Don 
Garcias ft arts and furveys with furprize ) Ha ! ha ! ha ! 
no ralh vows, Don Garcias — no rafh vows ! — but 
indeed it is immaterial what you think of the poor 
girl now. — -rYou lacrific’d her I perceive to yoor 
jcaloufy. 

Garcias. By my honour I never facrific’d her — 

For aught I know, Ihe lives and p.afles this very 
hour in infamy.” 

Ixonora. “ Perhaps in honour, Garcias, and per- 
haps in blifs — Pardon me, Don Garcias, the Lady 
may be very happy you know notwithftanding her 
offence, ha ! ha !” 

Garcias. Give me leave to tell you. Sir, thU 
mirth 

E}i:cr Julia, rujhing in, ft arts back, aud curtftes graroely 
to Leonora. 

Julia. Oh my— my 1-ord !— Your Lordlhip is 
engag’d. 

Leonora, 
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Ztmara. This, Madam, is Don Garcias of— — 

Garcias. Valencia, Madam. 

Leonora. Moft true ! — but Julia — ( taking her ajide ) 

—you look alarm’d, my dear. 

Julia. I am ruin’d, I faw my father from the 
terrace coming this way with a letter in his hand, and 
by his rage I am fure it is the letter I wrote to Juan^. 

Leonora. Don Garcias, do you know of Don 
Juan’s receiving a letter this morning? 

; Garcias. Tha* letter was deliver’d to me by mif- 
take, and is now in pofleflion of a perfon who met 
the party, which efcorted me hither, and whom 1 
underftotxi to be the Governor’s Secretary. 

Enter Flora and Fabio. t 

Flora. My Lord— the Governor is coming thi» 
way. 

Leonora. Whom have you there, Sebaftian? 

Garcias. ’Tis my fervant, my Lord. 

Fabio. Your Lordlhip fees I follow the fortunes 
of my matter. 

Flora. From Guadalaxara even to New Spain. 

EMer Don Lopez. 

"Don Lopez. Who the devil wou’d be curs’d with 
a daughter ! 

Leonora. What is the matter. Sir ? 

Don Lopez. There— read — no — now I think on’t 
I’ll read myfelf— 

(Reads) "If Don Juan will walk on the ram- 
parts—” 

Zounds, he ihall cool his heels there, 

" at feven o’clock he will meet”— — 

With a corporal and a Ble of men, I promife him : 

' , then 
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ihtn bye and bye there’s a long ftroke and a dot, 'and 
then a dafh and then fb prettily.- ■ i " 

But muft not Ihe colleft from what has paiTed 
that he does not dcfire to fee his Julia.” 

How mincingly the jade lyes, flie knows (he lyes } 
and the letters are all curl’d up into a fncer— they 
have an ironical twift in them-^ome, come. Ma- 
dam, I’ll take care that you don’t attend this afilg-^ 
nation : I’ll fecure you at Icaft. 

Leonora. Come, let me talk to her, my Lord} 
you know I am to be trufted with her. 

. Dan Lopez. Yes, and I believe you are the only 

young fellow in Mexico that is If you talk to her, 

you mull talk to her in her own apartments though j 
for I’ll take care fhe iha’n’t get out of them— —Who 
is that ? 

. Leonora. Don Garcias, Sir. 

Don Lopez. A terrible looking dog— He has mtir- 
der in his very countenance. 

Leonora. I honour your difeemment. Sir, 

QJJ I N T E T T O. 

Leonora. 

. Hov) been that glance which in the foci 
The vices of the heart can trace ; 

Yet Jure thofe eyes lejs Jhongly prove 
ihe Jway of lawlefs rage than love* 

CHORUS. 

And be canfeurcely guilty prove 
Who's only trime’s excefs of love* 

Don 
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Dow Lopez. 

Zounds, leave me alone to dijeover a knave. 

Pm fully aware there's feme nicety in it ; 

But let them play 'off all the tricks that they hirve, 
r m down on the rajcals in lejs than a minute. 

Garcias. 

IFhat ever crimes upon my face 

Tour keen difeernment loves to trdcii 
Too fare my fatal tale will prove 
My only crime excefs of love. 

And he can, l£c, 

F A B I o. 

To folve your enigma permifjion I crave. 

If right I divine, this is all that is in it. 

If his lordjbip is anxious to find cut a knave, 

We have but to leave him alone for a minute. 

J II I. t A. 

My father, look upon this face, 

IVhofe fmiles thou oHce lUert fond to trace. 

And there let thy difeernment prove 
My only crime excefs of love. 

And Jbe can fcarcely guilty prove 
IfToofe only crime's excefs of love. 

\Exeunt Don Lopez and Leonora leading Julia 
Flora, Serjeant, ific. Garcias <?«</ Fabio 
in cufiody'\. 

End of the SECOND ACT. 

G ACT 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. 

A beautiful meadotVy cn one fde a garden wall with a 
paziilton — a door from the pavilion open, ifeagli dif- 
erver' dfeated on aproje^ing part of, and leaning againji, 
a cliff, on which Jbe is tracing with the point of an ar- 
row the name of Alkmonoak. 

( An Indian Attendant waiting), 

SONG. IscACLi. 

7//OC/ fandy bourne, upon whoje faithlefs hreajt 
Heave my lover’s facred name imprefs'd-. 

Sweep hut the breeze I or fall the fainting fbower, 
U'e find thee printlefs in a little hour. 

But tears and figbs in vain for years effay. 

To bear his Image from my heart away. 

What is the Governor’s idle intelligence worth ? 
No Indians appear. 

Attend. If this Indian, Zcmpoalla, is lurking in 
town you cannot finely be too cautious. 

IJcagli. If he were to fucceed, 1 fliould indeed ex- 
change my prefent flavery for a worfe — arc fome of 
our people on the watch ? 

Attend. I have fo placed them, that no one can 
approach us without our receiving early intelli- 
gence. 

Ijcagli. 
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IJcagli. Sing me the fong of the fair European 
who died for love 

Attend. The fong I learn’d of the Englilh foldier? 

IJcagli, Yes. 

SONG. (By Attendant.) 

U-%at heots it where thy Joldier lies ? 

Fond regret is folly j 
O’er the files why fir ay your eyes? 

Weeping, widow’d Polly. 

On the bridge thy Henry fell, 

I may fall to-morrow. 

His death became a foldier well. 

Mourner check thy forrow. 

E'er night her forrows funk to refi. 

Pale grew the rofe of beauty j 
And cold the hand her foldier pefi. 

When call'd, at dawn, on duty. 

Enter an Attendant. 

^d Attend. Lady provide for your fafety_as we 
flood on the watch we difcover’d an Indian Chief, 
who, the moment he faw us, advanc’d haftily. 

Attend. Indeed you had better go in. 

. Ifcagti. We fhall retire to the gate neareft the pa- 
lace, that if any danger fhould occur we may inform 
the Governor. (They enter the door of the pavilion, 
and fhiit it after them.) 

Enter Alkmono.ik, 

Alkm, This feems the land of enchantment — the 
wild charms of the fpot which feduc’d me from the 

G 2 fide 
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fide of my friend woii’d fan£lion the idea — Thefe 
females too, v/ho like me, feem natives of this foil, at 
my approach flit from my fight. {Looking at the /cat 
U'bich I/cagli has quitted). This ftems the ieat of con- 
templation itfelf.— ^Sacred heavens! what do I fee? 
the name of the wretched Alkmonoak, {taking up the 
urrew which ifeagli left leaning againji the cliff), this ar- 
row too is of the form us’d in our nation Such have I 

poflefs’d, plumed by the hand of Ifeagli hcrfelf, from 
the wing of the nightingale — Surely my Ifeagli was 
among the women who fled at my approacli_for 
what but the hand of love has traced in this unknown 

Ipot the name of the haplefs Alkmonoak If it w'as 

indeed my Ifeagli (lie i§ within thefe walls: will they 
deny admifllon to fond and faithful lover ? 

£;:/er Zempoalla, with Indians cf bis party, 

Zemp. This is the pavilion which the fond Go- 
vernor has built for her—here let us conceal ourfelves 
till the (hades of evening approach — but foft, fome 
perfon comes this way_by all my hopes of ven- 
geance ’tis my enemy Alkmonoak, perdition feize 
him, at this moment perhaps he quits the anp§ of 
;he wanton Ifeagli. 

Alkmonoak advancts. 

AJkm. If (he is in this pavilion my voice may 
reach her car. 

SONG. Alkmonoak. 

T)o tbcu fii eet fympathy my voice convey 

IJbrcugh tboje deaf walls cf lover’s car to win, 

So 
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. So hovering round this tenement of clay i 

. Some kindred fpirit wakes the foul within. r 

(ZcmpojilU makes ftgns to the Indians who Jeiv^ 
Alkmonoak.) 

CHORUS OF Indians. 

Away ! away ! thee tortures wait 
Nor can' ft thou Jhun thy deftin'd fate. 

I 

Alkmonoak. 

• ^ 

‘Thus, at the dawn of hope's mild , * 

The flattering profpeSt to forego, - - ' i 

To fee the Jhadow flit away, 

, Chang'd for the ^eifly front of woe I 

Zempoalla. 

Thou hated Cbirf! thee tortures wait. 

Alkmonoak. 

Then welcome every fljaft of fate, 

CHORUS. 

Away ! away ! thee tortures wait. 

Nor can'fl thou fbun thy deflin'd fate. 

SCENE II. 

Flora (Fabio with his arms pinion'd) and foldiers. 

Flora. I have order’d thefe men to attend you to 
the town-hall where the Governor will proceed on 

2 . the 
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the trial of your mafter and ybti ; from what I can 

hear of your call- — there is little hope your time is 

come. 

Fabio. ’Tis not ‘wekeme, I am fure! I wifli to 
my foul it wou’d go again. 

Flora. Confole youiTelf as well as you can, friend, 
about this time to-morrow, in all human probability, 
you will be at peace. 

Fabio. Egad, I had rather be at war as little as I 

like it But what a curfed country is this, where an 

innocent ma.n — oh ! it goes to my heart — I wilh I had 
been guilt)' to deferve dcatii— I have a ftrange difin- 
tereftednefs about me— I would not have more than 
I merit — to-morrow did you fay ? 

Flora. Certainly to-morrow. 

Fabio. 'Sure fomc time Ihould be allowed a man 
for preparation. 

Flora. Oh ! you muft be prepar’d ; Religion and 
you are old acquaintance. 

Fabio. Very old indeed, but the conneflion has 
been drop’d ever fince I was thirteen years of age,—, 
'twill require fomc time to renew our acquaintance. 

Flora. Till to-morrow morning, will not that be 
time enough ? 

Fabio. Not by years, I am fuch a Ihy rogue, 
( Paufes and utters a long groan). Oh, — Oh ! 

Flora. You feem in high fpirits, cou’d not you 
I give us a fong i 

Fabio. A fong ! do you take me for a fwan to 
fing when I’m dying ? Egad I’m more like a turkey 
truls’d for the fpit._But, Sir, 1 can’t raife my (makes 
a motion as if he uijh’d to raife his arms) voice while I 
am pinion’d fo — I’m a game cock. Sir, I can’t crow 
without flapping my wnngs. ’ 

Flora. Come, it may be in my power to ferve 
you ; fing me a good laughing fong, now. 

Fabio. 
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' Fabio. A what ? 

Flora. A laughing fong. 

Fabio'. A laughing fong ! ’gad if I do laugh it 
will be on the wrong fide of my mouth. 

Flora. Sing: if you value my friendfitip. 

Fabio. {Sings in a melancholy tone): 

** Neno's the time for mirth and glee, i^c." 

Flora. Very well done. 

Fabio. D’ye think Co,' Sir? I wifh you’d relcafe 
me then; for mine are “ Native wood notes wild,” 
and I lhall never be able to fing in a cage. 

' Flora. Serjeant, attend this Gentleman to the 
town-hall, I fhall examine you myfelf firft, and if you 
conceal nothing 

Fabio. Nothing, upon my honour. 

Flora. I may obtain for you 

Fabio. A reprieve ? 

Flora. A choice as to the manner of your funeral, 

\_Exeunt. 

*SCENE III. Julia’j Chamber, in the 
Governor’j Palace. 

Julia in Leonora’j deaths, Leonora in Julia’r. 

Julia. I fcarcely know myfelf—do I walk bold- 
ly ; is my ftrut pretty martial ?— it won’t look parti- 
cular juft to keep my hand on the hilt of my fword 
— fo— or it will certainly throw me down. 


* It became peceilary, from fome circumftances attending the 
firft reprefentation, that this feene (hould undergo fome altCTatlon. 
It is here printed as it originally ftood. 

Leonora. 
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JjtoMra. Then you will fall by the fword as i 
foldier ought. 

Ju/ia. 1 declare you are in fuch Ipirits I hardly 
know you- ■■■but, my dear Leonora, for Heaven’s 
fake do not ftalk fo— remember you have forfworn 
the man for ever. 

Leonora. For ever— It is become a very ufelcfs 
charafter fince I have found my Garcia s * ■■-but, * 

my dear, you feem to have forgotten the caufe of 
our changing drefles. 

Julia. That I might efcape from my father* and 
fly to my Juan. 

Leonora. The fooher you put your defign in exe- 
cution the better, I fliould think. 

Julia. T rue, but what will you do ? 

Leonora. Leave me to coax your old father - 

a pretty woman never fail’d with him yet. 

Julia. Now I come to the p>oint, I am a coward* 

Lemicra. A coward ! I pofitively will not have 
my cloaths difgrac’d go direftly to my houfe- — . 
Flora will introduce you to Don Garcias ; make him 
acquainted with our ftory, and you will not be long 
In finding out Don Juan. (Looking out) As I live 
this feems the moft lucky moment fate could offer 
you ; the fervants who were plac’d to guard you have 
left the faloon, and are running to and fro, in the ut- 

moft confufion Some perfon comes this way : a 

llrangcr too 

Julia. O Lud ! O I>ud ! Let us conceal our- 
felves (going into the clojet ). 

Leonora. What again— for fhame ! 

Julia. You are a perfefl lion— would you had 
your fkin again. ( Runs into a clojet ). 

f Leonora retires to the back of the Jlage^ and lets 
down her veil ). 

Enter 
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Enter Don Juan. 

Junn. After prowling fo long round this curfed 
palace, I have at laft gain’d admgtance, in the midll 
of a diabolical confufion ; the caufc of which I can- 
not guefs This fuite of rooms fhouldlead to the left 

wing, which my Julia inhabits — wr Julia! — no, hold 
good Don Juan, fhe is none of your’s — that curfed 
mefiage to the Lieutenant-Governor 1 — What the 
women fee in thefe pale-fac’d puppies I cannot think 
—I look’d at him, and to my mind— he is a con- 
temptible ill-looking young rafcal — an ugly dog. 

( As he is /peaking Leonora Jieals from behind and 
taps him on the fio aider) 

My Julia I No, you are not mine I fuppofe. Ma- 

dam, you overheard what I faid of the coxcomb who 

has fupplanted me After fo long an abfence to find ! 

—Ungrateful girl but I may have been deceiv’d ; 

—do, my dear girl, tell me, for pity’s fake, tell me 
why I found you with the Lieutenant-Governor this 

morning Will you not anfwer me ? (Leonora 

turns from him.) Come, I do begin to think you are 

innocent 1 have been I'ufpicious— jealous if you 

W'ill, without caufe. 

Leonora {turning from him, in a low voice.) Signior, 
Don Garcias. 

Juan, How ! 

Leonora. What is the reafon, Sir, of your intru- 
fion here ? 

Juan. Don Garcias ! 

Leonora. And what do you mean by talking in 
riddles thus ? 

Juan. Riddles ! why, you will not have the bar- 
barity to perfuade me that you do not know your 
Juan ? 

Leonora. Ycu, Don Juan ! there is fomc like- 

H nefs 
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ncfs indeed — now I think on it, I took you for Dort 
Juan, tiiis morning — but you foon perfuaded me to 
the contrary. 

'Juan. There ftie has me— -then you really aflTeft 
not to know me ? 

Leonora. Pardon me, Sir — -I know you very 
well ; I faw you at the Lieutenant-Governor’s this 
morning. 

Juan. And never before ? 

Leonora. Nevet, upon my honour. 

Juan. Never? 

Leonora. Never. 

Juan. Will you drive me mad, Julia ! then you 
have not even fo long as four years ago deign’d to 
liften— to the declaration of that paflion which youf 
charms— had 

Leonora. Four years ago’!— O Lud ! if ever I faw 
you till this morning, may I be branded as the moft 
feithlefe of my fex. 

Juan. I take you at your word— — 

f Julia opens the clojet door and he hears her) 
Damnation 1 what do I fee Conceal’d in her cham- 
ber !— falfc, felfe woman ! Come forth. Sir, or I 

will tear you from your lurking-place— nor rank, nor 
power lhall proteft you — Draw, Sir I 

Leonora. Hold, Sir, a word : (imveHs) he Jtarts 
hack and looks on Julia, who takes off her hat, and makes 
him a low hmv). 

Juan. Am I in my fenfes ? 

Julia. After your kind fufpicions. Sir, I fuppofc 
you will not believe that I made thefe preparations 
to elope with you {to Juan). i 

Juan. Pardon ! Pardon Julia !— but the Lieute- 
nant-Governor—— 

Leonora. The ugly dog is here. Sir. 

Lnter 
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Enter Flora. 

Flora. Where is the Lieutenant-Governor ? 

Juan, (pointing to Leonora, and Jurveying Flora 
attentivelj ) Here— — Sir ! 

Flora. Arm ! Arm, Sir, direftly ; I come with 
orders from the Governor to beat to arms. 

Leonora. I bclieye, Don Juan, I muft appoint 
you my deputy. 

Juan. You will do me honour. ' 

Itcnora. My Aid de Camp lhall attend you j Se- 
badian we give the command of the troops to Don 
Juan {to Julia) unlefs. Sir, you chufe. 

Julia. Oh Heavens ! not I. 

Juan. Let me firft conduct you to a place of 
fafety. 

Leonora. We can be no where more fafe than 
here ?— Where is the Governor ? 

Flora. At the Town Hall. He went there for 
the purpofe of examining Don Garcias. 

Leonora. There, Don Juan, when the tumult 
has fubfided, we may meet. 

Juan. Adieu, Madam— till then, my Julia, fare- 
well. 

\^eunt Don Juan and Flora, Leonora and Juli^. 
SCENE IV. 

Enter Don Lopez, ifeagli, and Secretary. 

Don Lopez. As I’m a Governor, I thought they 
had got my little wild fquirrel here— when I heard 
that terrible dog Zempoalla had taken a prifoner, I 
thought he had laid his claws upon thee j but the 
villain Ihou’d have fought through the whole garri- 

H 2 fon 
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fon for thee, I promifc him. I will not truft thee 
out of my fight again — Come, we will go into the 
balcony and fee this Indian prifoner. 

IJcagli. Not for worlds ! I know too well the 
favage manners of our people — their barbarous tri- 
umphs, even whilfl: I liv’d amongft them, often 
fliook my frame with agony 

Don Lopez. Pooh ! Pooh !_they will only tickle 
him a little here j they will refcrvc his execution for 
a bonne-bouche when they get home. 

Secretary. Had not the Lady better partake of the 
bonne-bouche too ? 

Den Lopez. ’Gad I like your feelings, Mr. Com- 
miflary; poifon and ftarvation, but no blood — Ma- 
nage your wife when you get her, and leave me to 
myfelf. 

Secretary. To be plain with you. Sir, I think that 
will not be in a hurry. 

Den Lopez. How Sir ! 

Secretary. Why, Sir, I begin to think that this 
Don Juan is a handfome young fellow of quality — 
Now, Sir, though your daughter and^I may become 
of the fame flcni, the Pope himfelf can never make 
us of the fame blood — I fliall be Donna’d out of the 
play. 

Don Lopez. Well. 

Secretary. “ W’ere you at Donna Julia’s laft night 
— Donna Julia is of our party — Oh Sir, I’m hire 
Donna Julia will fubferibe — We had a little fupper 
at Donna Julia’s on Sunday” — then comes this pithy 
queftion — “ Did you ever fee the wretch her huf- 
band r” 

Don Lopez. Very right. 

Secretary. I lhall be her meer night-cap, worn for 
convenience and thrown by on the appearance of 
company j or if by chance detedled, ridiculed, coai- 

mentc4 
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mented on, cut-up, and at laft voted incorrigible, 
and a new one recommended. 

Don Lopez. “ Pray, Sir, with proper fubmiffion 
to your high rank and exalted fituation, may I aflc 
how long you have maintained this opinion ? 

Secretary. “ Ever fince I have feen Don Juan.” 
Don Jjipez {^lifting up bis canc.') Get out of my 
prefenoe, you mongrel, you mufhroom, you dung- 
hill nettle, get our, or by St. Anthony ! — _ 

Secretary. Zounds, Sir, is this treatment for a 
man with an hundred thoufand piftoles in his pocket ? 

Don Lepez. Rafcal ! it vexes me to the foul that 
I have ever liftened to propofals which refledl fo 
much difgrace upon me — Come, my little Olive — 
do go to the balcony juft to fee the fight. 

I/cagli. Why will you prefs me to what is fo un- 
pleafing ? I delight not in feenes of mifery. 

Den Lopez. Sure I am a Governor born to be 
difobey’d. I infift upon your coming with me ; 
odds heart, I am almoft afraid to truft you out of my 
fight. 

[Lxeunt. 

SCENE V. 

Opens and difco'vers an open place before the town-hall fur- 
rounded with palms, plantations, fcfc. In the front of 
the ball is a grand flair-cafe, with a gallery. 

Zempoalla, Indians, and Alkmonoak chain'd. 

SONG. Alkmokoak. 

The fun fets in night, and the Jlars fhun the day. 

But glory remains when their lights fade away ; 

Begin, ye tormentors, your threats are in vain. 

For the fm of Alkmonoak fhall never complain. 

Remember 
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Rmmber the wood where in amhujh we lay^ 

And the fcalps which we hore from your nation awe^ j 
When the flame rijes fafl— you'll exult in mypmHy 
But the Jon of Alkmonoak fbaU never complmn. 

1 70 to the land where my father is gone. 

His ghofl Jhall rqoice in the fame of his fon : 

Death comes like a friend, he relieves me from pain. 
And thy fon, 0 Alkmonoak, has fcom'd to complain, 

CHORUS of Indians. 

Jlloere the foreft deep and dread 
“ Mocks the fun with endlefs fhade, 

** Save amid the matted twine. 

Where the dog-fnake hafks fupine ; 

Ihrougb the gloom unhallow' d where, 

“ We mark the fullen eye-ball glare -, 

“ As the tiger thwarts our way, 

“ Crouching low in cruel play 
“ IVhere the fhe-bear licks her brood ; 

" Where the yell, which Jhakes the wood, 

“ Betrays the wolf, with famine gaunt ^ 

" Lies the hunters dangero:ts haunt. 


ift Indian. 

In his ambufh, wifely dark. 

Scarce diftinguijh'd from the bark. 

As he peeps beflde a tree. 

Our ruddy painted foe we fee. 

Hark, he took a deadly ain^. 

My comrade falls, revenge is fame. 

Now the tomahawk I throw. 

In vain the Chi f tain flits the bUrw^ 

From 
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From Iftm, panting as be lies. 

The Jcalp 1 bear, the vigor's prize. 

This is war, advance, advance. 

Join the warrior's glorious dance. 

CHORUS. 

This is war^— advance, advance. 

Join the warrior's gloriotu dancer * 


{^A War Dance'): 

Don Lopez and IfcagU appear on the Jlair-caJe, he 
(lagging her forward, flse turns her face form the Jlage. 


Don Lopez. Here they arc ! here they ate ! do 
but look, Ifcagli— was ever fuch a pcrverfe jade— 
ohi that I Ihould love a wench with fuch a taftc.— 
In Europe now they will go fifty miles to fee a man 
hang’d, and this is worth a hundred of it. Odds heart 
— twift that abominable-pretty neck this way— I in- 
fill upon it. 

Ifcagli. (^Sbe turns round, and fees Alkmonoak,^tfr/j). 
Sacred powers, my Aik monoak, Alkmonoak ! 

Alktn. Who names Alkmonoak? (feeing her) Ha ! 
Ifcagli I 

Ifcagli. Ye pitying powers ! do I exHt — my Lord ! 
my life ! my love ! (Rujhes down the flair-cafe into 
Alkmonoak's . ) 

Zemp. _ Confufion ! what do I fee ? 

^cagli. Chief! you know me of your tribe. 

Zemp. I do, and claim you. 

Ifcagli. Hold 1— the prifoner of war is at the dif- 
pofal of the woman who (hall chufe to refeue him by 
unidng herfelf to him in marriage— I dcfire to unite 
I my 
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my fate with that of your prifoncr, and claim him as 
my huA)and. 

Don Lopez. Hold ! hold ! this muft not be ? 

Zemp. It fhall not, Indians, guard well your pri- 
foner } as to this woman, thus I claim her. 

[^Seizing Ifcagl'u 

Don Ijpez. Eh ? Hold, zounds ! that muft not 
be neither — hcark ye. Chief? 

Zemp. Proceed I fay. 

j^lkm. Villians forbear \_As they are going off. 

£«/er Don Juan, Flora, <7«</Spanifh foldiers; behind 
them Leonora and j ulia. 

Juan. Surround thofe Indians and fecure them. 

. Zemp. “ Where is the other party which I fent 
to meet us at the gate ?” 

Juan. “ Prifoners as you are,” — unbind the cap- 
tive there, my friend Alkmonoak. 

Alkm. How can I thank thee ? twice haft thou 
given me life — once more than life ! Sec, my friend, 
my lov’d, my loft Ifcagli. 

Juan. Your arms will be reftor’d to you when 
you quit the town (/o Zempoalla). 

Don Lopez. Your moft obedient humble fervant, 
Sir. And pray who the devil arc you ? — ha ! Don 
Juan, I kifs your hand; pray, Sir, who commilllon- 
I cd you ? Who gave you command here ? 

L/or.':. I, Sir. 

Don Lepez. Y ou, Sir ! and pray where is ? 

Flora. The culprits, Sir, w'hom you ordered 
dov/n to trial are now approaching. 

Enlcr Garcias and Fabio in cujlody. 

Garcias. “ Which is the Governor ? 

Don 


Digitized by Google 



•• < 


OR, LOVE IN MEXICO. 57 

Den Lepez. “ I am, Sir, at your fervicc.— Egad 
thefc people don’t know a Governor in the open air, 
Xvhere every fellow wears his hat. — You are Don 
Garcias ? 

Caret ns. lam. 

Don Lepez. Don Garcias you have murder’d the 
beauteous Leonora. 

Gardes. I lov’d— but never wrong’d her. 

Don Lepez. “ Well, well, that you’ll anfw’cr here- 
after,” — you muft go prifoner to Spain. 

Juan. Here is a witnefs, my Lord, who will 
probably fave him the trouble of ib long a journey. 

Don Lopez. What, hang him direftly ! ’gad I 
don’t know whetlier it won’t be the bell way. 

Flora. May it not by chance exceed your Lord- 
fhip’s authority ? 

Don l.opez. W’here is your Commander, Mr. 
Aid-de-Camp ? I’ll have your authority fuperfeded 
in a trice. Don Ferdinand — ’gad I did not fee you — 
do you hear all this. 

'Julia. (^Boivs ivitb eonfufton). 

Don Lepez. What the devil’s the matter with you, 
’gad now I think of it — how did you leave my daugh- 
ter ? 

Julia. T rembling, left fhe ftiou’d prove deceiv’d 
in the hope fhe has cherifh’d of a father’s indul- 
gence. (Don Juan teikes her hand and they kneel to 
Don Lopez). 

Den Lopez. Wonder upon wonder ! — take her 
Don Juan, I fee there’s no keeping her from you, — 
“ befides I have chang’d my mind fince I laft faw 
that rafcally Secretary.” 

Garcias. Juan, you would not mock me in this 
fituation— can you alTift me ? 

Juan. Will your Lordfhip indulge me by ex- 
amining this witnefs ? 

I Don 
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Don Lopez. Witli all my heart— what liave you 
to fay, Madam ? 

Leonora (Jifts her veil.) “ Don Garcias, do you 
know tills face ?” 

Garcias. Know it ! 

Leonora. “ Does it betray an heart contaminated 
with the fouleft crimes ?” 

Garcias. “ It ftiould not — OIi Leonora !” 

Leonora. Garcias, on that fatal night when we 
agreed to fly from V alentia, why did you not meet 
us, oppofite to the South Baftion ? 

Garcias. The arguments of my Moorifh flave, 
Sadi, induc’d me to prefer the Weftern, and I fent 
you notice of it by him. 

Lecyiora. Which we never receiv’d. 

Garcias. Ha ! I perceive his treachery. 

Leonora. “ Seduc’d by the arts of this unprinci- 
pled confidant into his power, the hand of Provi- 
dence alone refeued me from horrors at the bare re- 
membrance of which I ftill fhudder.” 

Garcias. Oh Leonora; “ my heart beats in tu- 
mult ; thought crowds on thought, and love, pre- 
dominating love alone, refeues me from diftraftion,” 
— Can you forgive the credulous fool who has been 
the caufe ? 

Leonora. Of this moment’s infupportable blifs 
(ruftsing into his arms). 

,Don Lopez. A plaguy forward witnefs this !— — 
’Gad this is very pretty, but I don’t fee what it has 
to do with the caufe.” — Where is this whimfical 
Lieutenant-Governor ?— in his cuftody came the 
prilbner — and I fhall remand him — 

Leonora. To the fame cuftody again from which, 
if he ever cfcapes !— Do not you know me. Sir ? 

Don Lopez. What a plague.— Yes, I think I do. 

—Why 
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—Why, damn it, has mine been a petticoat govern- 
ment after all ? CThey confer afide ). 

Fi^bio. ’Gad, Mr. Aid-dc-Camp, I have been 
looking at you this hour, and I begin to fmell a rat. 

Flora. If you fufpeft but half the tiuth, my friend, 
you had better make your efcape — “.Odds my life I 
have a great mind to take advantage of my cloth, 
and rid the world of fuch an heart-breaker — ( to Don 
Garcias ) do. Sir, lend the m.ifcreant your fword. 

(To Julia^ Sir, will you be my fecond ? 

Fabio. “ Perilh the weapons of war— you b.avc 
my punifliment in your hands — ” — Marry me. 

flora. Soft, Mr. Fabio, what’s to become of 
your Indian fpoufc ? 

Fabio. Zounds ! my Squaw. I had forgot her — 
but we have parted for ever— ib you and I, now, — 
ch ? 

Flora. I ! I refolve never to fee you more. 

Fabio. You do — Zounds then I’m black-ball’d on 
both fides. 

(Don Lopez cW Leonora come for'voardl) 

Don Lopez. Well, well, this is furprifing, that I, 

“ a wife Governor,” fhou’d not find you out, — Odds 

my life — I mufi: revenge myfclf by a hearty bufs 

{Kijfes Leonora). 

Garcias. “ Don Juan, joy to you— my brave 
Chief, accept my congratulations.” 

Don Lopez. Hold ! hold ! not fo fall ; I am not 
to lofe my little wild Filbert fo. 

Leonora. My dear ! dear Governor, you are too 

gallant a man to part two Lovers Come, let me / 

plague you for once into a good aftion “ I (hall 

fcarcely lofe my favour with the Viceroy by the 
change in my fex — I muft write to him on the occa- 
fion. I wifh to fpcak well of you” — Enable me to 

fay 
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fay that there is at leaft one Governor who has facrl- 
fic’d his pafilons at the altar of juftice. 

Den Jj)prz. Well, then, 

Zemp. “ This, Lord Governor, is a breach of 
the treaty between us. 

Don Lopez, i* “ 'Tis but forcing you to do that 
which your laws command — Ceme, come. Chief, 
you are an honeft man, and will foon feel as I do, that 
when the performance of a juft a<ft is in cjueftioQ 
compulfjon itfclf lofes much of its bitter quality — for 
my part”— I dc — yes — I do— give up— for ever — my 
fwcet dear little charming ungrateful Ifcagli. 

jllkm. The pureft incenfe lhall be offered up for 
your profperity, the fervent vows of two guilelefs 
hearts. Yes, my Ifcagli, even amid that annihila- 
tion of earthly cares, that oblivious blifs which crowns 
fuccefsful love, we will ftoop to earth. We will 
fetter the happy foul with one care ; it fliall be for 
the Welfare of our Benefactors. 

FINALE. 

I S C A O L I. 

Who in abjence long have known 
JiToat it is to ftgb alone. 

As they fit and faintly trace 
Features of a favour'd race. 

Leonora and Julia. 

JVhat in fad viciffitudi 
Idle hopes and doubts to brood. 

Melting now at faith approv'd. 

Fearing now, what once they lov'd. 


Garcias. 
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